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P and. Iftpoftible.vnofooner got but loft, the diuelf taJce 
Anthcnor, the young Pri*ce will ;go madde , a plague vpon 
Anthenor.l would they had brok’s neck. ■ 

Enter CreJf.Hovt now?wbat s the mattcr?who was heetc ? 
Vand. Ah., ah ! - : 

• C ' l 'C 5 K by! figbyou fo -profoundly, wher’smy Lord?gone? 
tell melweeec Vncle,whats the matter* 

Would I were as deepe vndcr the earth as I am aboue, 
Crcf.Q thcGodSjWhars the matter ? 

P*W..Pray tree gee chee in : would thou hadft nerebeen 
borne,! knew thou vvouideft behisidcadkOpooreGentle- 

niai^a plague vpon lAxtbemr. v 

Cref. Good vnckle,Ibelcech you on my knees, wbatstbe 
matter? , K ... 

Vand. Thou thrift be gone wench, thou muft be goneithou 
art chang'dfor Amhenor. Thou n.uft to thy father and bee 
gone -from Troylm^mii be his death, twillbee his bane,hec 
cannot beare it, 

Cref. O you immortall Gods, I will not go, 

P and. Thou muft, 

Cref. I.willnot Vncle. I haue forgotmy father, 

1 know no touch of confanguinitie. 

No kinncjnolotie,no bloudino fdulefo‘neere me 
As the fweete Jroylns. O you gods diuine. 

Make Crefleids name the vety crowne of falfehood. 

If euet The leaue Troylw.Time , force and death. 

Do to this body what extreamesyou can; ; 

But the ftrong bafe,andbuilding of my lode. 

Is as the very center of the earth. 

Drawing all things to it, Ilego in and weepe, 

Vand. Do, do. 

Cref T eare my bright;baire,&.fcrateh my praifed checker, 
Ctack rny cleare voycetwith fobs, and breake my heart; 
With founding Tray/^.vl will noegofrom Troy. 

Enter ParisfVroyl,*A£tieasfDeipbob. i Anth. : Diomedes. 
Tar. It is great morning.and the hour® prefixt, 

For her dehuery to this valiant Greeke, 

Gomes fait vpon : good my brotfiet Iroyltss. . _ 
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ofTroylus and C: ejfeida. 

Tell you the Lady what fhe is to doe, 

And haft her to the purpofe. • - 
Triy . Walkc into her houfe, 
lie bring her to the Grecian prefentiy.* 

And to his hand whenl deliuerher, 

Thinlfe it an altar, and thy .brother Trey/w 
Aprieft there offung to it his ovvnoheart. 

Paris. I know what tis toloue, vv; 

And would,as I fliall pitty I could helpe: 

Pleafe you walke in my Lords? 

Enter Pnndarm and Crejfeida. 

‘Pm: Be mod erate, be moderate. 

Crejf. Why tell y6u me.of moderation? 

Thegreife is fine, full, perfebi: that I tafte. 

And violentcth in a fence asftrong 
As that which caufeth it,how:can Imoderace it? 

If I could temporize with my affc&ions, 

Ot brew itto a weake andxoulder pa'lar. 

The like alayment could I giuemy griefe.* 

My loue admittesno qualifiing drofle. 

No more my griefe in fuch a precious lb fie, . 

■Enter,'itrDjhs.i..oiL . 

P an. Here,here,hereliex:omes,a fweetexlucks. 

Cref. Oh TroyluSyTrayifif. 

Pan. What a paire of (petftacles is hete,let me embrace foo. 
Oh heart, as the goodly faying is , Oh heart , heauy heart, 
why fighft thou without breaking .* where hec.anfwcrsa- 
gaine,becaufe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by fricndftnppe 
nor by fpteakmg : there was neuerairtier rime. Let Vs caft a- 
way nothing, for wee may line to haue need offuch averfe. 
We fee it, we fee it,how now lambs? 

Troy. Ctejfdllonctheein fo ftraiflfti a purity. 

That thebleft Gods as angry with my fancy : 

More bright in zeale then the deuotion, which 
Cold lip es blow to their dieties,cake thee from me e 
Cref. Haue the Gods enuy? 

Van 1,1,1, J/is to plainea cafe. 

C re f:hwd is ittrue t hat J muft go from Troy? . 
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